











Wil THE TOOTH OF A POET 


May 17 ‘Tuesday morning the studio gardens were somehow 
different. As I got out of the car, the difference in the air remained as yet 
unidentifiable; in fact, in the moment it took to close the car door, I was 
even tempted to reject this apparently gratuitous impression. Then I recog- 
nized the people sitting on the benches and wandering along the paths: our 
technicians; and that particular atmosphere of waiting, indefinable, almost 
absurd. ... 

It was ten o’clock, and the director had not yet arrived. 

At eleven, news came that he was at the dentist. He arrived about noon, 
his head drooping between his shoulders, a woolen scarf tied round his face, 
and walked straight to the set, followed by his retinue. While we blinked in 
the darkness, he had the camera put into position. Then he shook his head 
and started toward the door. “I feel too rotten. Forgive me; see you to- 
morrow.” 

This temporary respite enabled the rest of the company to catch up on 
the next few days’ work and, in preparation for summer (despite the unre- 
mitting obstinacy of spring), to shop for clothes. Yesterday afternoon, still 
weakened by antibiotics and his face more swollen than ever, Fellini came 
in to see rushes of everything filmed since we started and to lay out today’s 
agenda. 

This morning he is wearing a white muslin kerchief, robber-fashion, 
over his nose and mouth. Even though his jaw is still extremely painful— 
the dentist had to cut into the bone—I have an idea that he enjoys his 
disguise. 

It is incredibly cold for Rome in May. Our stage is partly in the base- 
ment, and the enameled walls of the bathroom, where we have just set up, 
make us more and more suspicious of the calendar. 


39 











